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guests with a melancholy and defiant air. The
fatigue of bivouacs, absinthe, and fever, an entire
existence of wretchedness and debauchery, stood re-
vealed in his dull eyes. His white lips quivered, ex-
posing the gums. The vast sky, empurpled, enveloped
him in a blood-red light; and his obstinacy in re-
maining there caused a species of terror.

Bouvard, to have done with him, went.to look
for the remnants of a bottle. The vagabond swal-
lowed the wine greedily, then disappeared amongst
the oats, gesticulating as he went.

After this, blame was attached by those present to
Bouvard. Such kindnesses encouraged disorder. But
Bouvard, irritated at the ill-success of his garden,
took up the defence of the people. They all began
talking at the same time.

Foureau extolled the government. Hurel saw
nothing in the world but landed property. The
Abb6 Jeufroy complained of the fact that it did not
protect religion. Pe*cuchet attacked the taxes. Ma-
dame Bordin exclaimed at intervals, "As for me, I
detest the Republic." And the doctor declared him-
self in favour of progress: "For, indeed, gentlemen,
we have need of reforms."

"Possibly/' said Foureau; "but all these ideas are
injurious to business."

"I laugh at business!" cried Pe*cuchet

Vaucorbeil went on: "At least let us make al-
lowance for abilities."

Bouvard would not go so far.

"That is your opinion," replied the doctor;
"there's an end of you, then! Good evening. And
I wish you a deluge in order to sail in your basin!"

"And   I, too, am  going," said  M.  Foureau  the